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The PROLOG UE: 


7 Ou're not f expect from hence the Modiſh Spore; 

' Abuſing either City, or the Court: 

The Peet mannerly and cautions 'too, 

And neither will affront bimſelf, nor you. 

Faith, both are needleſs; ſince tis dene, each Day, 
By you who judge, and him who writes a Play: 

Nor does be Controverſies ſet afoot ; 

But thinks it better, if nene elſe wou'd dot: 

Nor tells you what Religion he is on; 

May be, like ſome of you, he 1s of, none. [ 


Thu're” eat h pleas'd, ani pleaje the Poets too, 

Now that the Criticks have no more to do. | 
The Devil's in them e hut cenſure Farce and Show z-- + 
bod be a Port then, at leaſt, ro you'? 

l bo, when he writes, is Foot and Coward too. 
How do you murther Men of that Profeſſion ? 
Theres hardly one, that ever ſcapes a Sefſion. - 
For once, be courteous to a Country Muſe, ; 
Untaught' ſuch Tricks the Wits of London uſe ; 
And in ſhore time, he may find out the IVay 
To-write fine Popper Plays, as well as they. 
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The: Actors NAMES. 


M E N. 
0 Ur Jeffery Folr, a half. witted Knight: 
Lovechange ? 


Wencblove © off two Town- Gallants. 
Anthony, a Clown, Sir. Jefferys Man. 


WOMEN. 


Artezhim, the Lady Jolt. 
Jabella, a loſt: Gentle woman. 


Margery, the Milkmaid to Lady Folt, her- 


Coſin diſguis d. 
Tapſter. 
Porters. 


| Hoſteſs. | 
The Stene Ls LIN Oo x, or. thereabout a. 
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Merry Milkmaid 


O F. 


ISLINGTON, 


Enter Sir Jeffery Jolt, Anthony his Man. 


f Sir Feff. V 


Noſe | 
Ant. Cud's heart, Sir, what do you mean? 


Sir Feff. To cleave you from the Scull to 
the Twiſt, make nine Skittles of thy Bones, 


and wind thy Heart-ſtrings. about my 


Thumb. 


OU, that call your Sins your 
Duty, obey Bous Ladies 
Riots ; preſerve your Spittle 

to cure your ſalt Iteh, and thred in Bracelets 


\ 


the Pearls that drop from her Authentick- 


Au. 


8 The Merry Milkmaic 
Aut. Sir, have a care what you do! ſo 
rotten are my Limbs, that if you blow on me 
too hard, I am ſtraight ſeatter'd into Sang. 
Sir eff Coward, creep into my Hour- 
laſs then, and there [POE diſtinguiſh 
atal Time! L 


2 Enter Artezhim. 


. What Slave diſturbs my quiet? 
Ant. Ne ter look, Sir, I ſerve my Lady, 


and 2 to yield. 
Sir Jef. Hoſt briſtle Porcupine? 


Ant. Take heed, Sir ! I have the Malady 
of France. 

Art. Withdraw your violence; if you 
diſorder but a Hair that belongs to my 
2 Groom, I will proclaim my ſuperi- 

cy, and rule v tb- Street., 4 


fe Fell cannot miſs thee long. 
Inſult in thy own. Pigs-ſty : This 


Appartment calls me Wan Tony, ſend 


in one that waits there. 
Sir Feff. What will ſhe do at laſt ? 


Art. A ſlow Device, Sir ; but, of my 
own Brain. 


_—— — 


Sir Feff. What art thou? 


Love. A kind Gueſt invited here. 
* Sir 


ſh 


» 
Þ 
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Sir Jeff. To what? 

Love. To taſte your Wife's Gammons. 

Sir Fef. Bold Sir, be in your ſpeech 
more plain. F Rrtyert | 

Love. I come to get Children for you. 

Art. Do you want plainer Paraphraſe: 
He is my Servant, Sir; my Stallion, if I 


pleaſe; a Courtly Complement, and much im 


uſe among Ladies of Growth and Blood. 
Sir Feff. O my cold blood! This Woman 
will diſtract me. | r Df 
Art. You ſee I'm furniſh'd : Now your 
Concubine may. ſhare you, and the Houſe 
in peace. 
Sir Feff. 1 ſtop my Ears to thy bold Cla- 
mours : But for you, Sir, the Minutes you 


- muſt waſte on Earth are few. 


Love. This I conſider, Sir, and therefore 
make fuch haſt to mingle with your Wife, 
that the kind World may have ſome Iſſue 


from my Loyns. 


Sir Feff. If this prove true, may Cats 
piſs out my Eyes. [ Love. draws. 

Art. Hold, weak Jeff or elſe I'll wound 
thy Heart, Art. draws a Dagger. 

Love. If you advance one inch beyond 
that Chink, l'll through the Streets blow 
your Dirge, with the great Horn that grows 
upon your Brow. 


Sir Jeff. A whole Shower of Gall is fallen 
at once. 


Loaqus. 


I — * _— 
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Love. *Uds life, Sir, L come to caſe the 
labour of your Body, and you want Courteſte 
to return thanks. 
Art. Hang him, ungrateful 
Lovr. But what hereafter I perform, mall 
' be for your Lady's ſake, not yours. 
Sir ft For all this, I know you will not 
wrong my Bed. 
Lade. "Who told you ſo ? 
Sir Jef. I read one Noble Feature, 
— your Shape. 
Loe. The better ſhap'd I am, Sir, this 
more cauſe you'll have to love the Iſſue I 
thall get upon your Wife. 
1 S* As, I know  thow ſcornꝰſt to dot. 
2 Not 1, . believ'r, Sir, I muſt dot. 
Is =—_ Lady fruitfulꝰ I would be loth to 
loſe my labour on her. 
Sir 70. Death, and the Devil! _ 


wad BY A 5 ,..AM 


| [ Offers to "draw ; they laugh at him: 


Art. 1 IH have a Trumpet and a Drum, 
| and ſound to the World thy living Shame. 
Love. O fie, Sir! What own your Diſ- 
grace aloud, as if yon were proud on'tꝰ 
Ari. Na y, it decomes you finely. | 


Love. You think, becauſe you're curſt, 
well allow you ſhort Horns; no, Ill. graft ? 


— your Head a Pair ſo tall, they ſhall go 

near to prick the very Planet that rul'd at 

your Nativity. 
Art. He ſleeps. 


* * 1 
Love, 
6 


notor. 11 


* Love. Take down a Cuſhion, and 2 Sir: 
Vou cannot chuſe but know the frailty of 
ne the times, the Surfeits of the Womb, and 
le how great Ladies uſe to relieve their Ap- 
petites: Your own confeſſion of my parts 
commends your Wife in her choice: There 
all are, that fin with feeble Uſhers, and wither'd 
' Dwarfs. + + | 
ot Art. He wants judgment to conſider” 
this. 
0 Love. I merit better Looks, Sir, that 
re, _ muſt thraſh ali Night for you, and without 
f Wages too, Sir. 
he Art. Dead as a Monument. Let us 
Love. Had he choſe the Devil for his 
© Phyſician, he could neer come by the like 


t. Cordial. [ Fxennt ambo. 

to Sir 7e. I follow you. Exit. 
Ener Iſabella alone. 

u. 67 | | . 

n, J/a. The Day begins to break; and 


trembling Light, as if affrighted with the 
{- Night's diſaſter, ſteals through the fartheſt 

Air, and by degrees ſalutes 

my weary longings : New Singing within. 
It, - hs affaule . "Tis a“ * 
it Woman's voice, ana chearfully expreſſes her 
30 freedom: Be propitious, thou Regent of my 
at Fate, and guide her hither to my comfort ! 


Enter 


+ Ta ve Merry Milkmatic 


Enter Margery /inging as going a-Milking. 


Marg, M lat a pleaſant life the Milkmaid 
(leads ! 


| She trips and dances o'er the Meads ; 
She dabbles in Dew, 

Aud ſings to her Cow, 

And cries, fond Love, J defie thee 

. Gow; 

She /leep's in the Night, though ſhe 

(toyls in ho Day, 

And merrily paſſeth her time away. 


| Marg. Ha! What ſilken Butterfly's 
| vonder! She looks not like one that had 
kept her ſelf warm at the Brick-kilns : Yet 

filk Petticoats many times are glad of worle 

| Lodging. 

| Ja. Goodmorrow, Maid 

| Marg. Should 1 ſalute you ſo, twould bring 

| my Wit in queſtion :- Pray, what are you? 

| 1/a. A diſtreſſed Maid. 

Marg. A Maid at your Years, and ſo 
near London; where the Sale of a Maiden- 
head at fifteen is as rare as a light Wench's 
Converſion. 

Iſa. Good Maid, Wife, or Widow, for 
ſure you are a Woman, do me a courteous 
Office, and guide me to tome Houſe. 


Marg. 
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Marg. It ſeems, you are a kind Country 
Gentlewoman, that has beſtow'd your Mai- 
denhead on your Father's Man, and are come 
up to have a Citizen folder. your broken 
Ware: The Policy is grown ſtale ; 'rwould 
hardly take, ever ſince the Ballet curſt the 
Carrier that brought her to Town. 

I/a. Do you, from the abundance of your 
own 111s, ſuſpect mine 

Marg. The Toy is angry; it would fain 
counterfeit ſomething to make me her 
Agent; but you are deceived, my pretty 
Morſel of Wantonneſs, my ſelf and my 
Pail are both honeſt ; I am not the Blades 
Intelligencer, whether Doll and Moll remove 
their Lodgings to eſcape the Conſtable, and 
Bridewell ; I will to my Cows, and leave 
you to the fate of the Morning: Deſpair not 
of a Cuſtomer ; but be ſure I catch you not 
napping ; For, it I do, expect no mercy : I 
hate Hedge-coupling worte than faſting at 
Cbriſtinas. | 

lla. If you are good, ſtay and comfort 
me, the ſenſe of my diſtreis ſtops further 
ſpeech. ' [ Sag'ocns 

Marg. Ha! the ſwoons, poor Gentle- 
woman: Should ſhe miſcarry, 1 were in dan- 
ger of being thought her Murdereſs. Alas! 
ſhe's dead--- Why Tou, Tony, help me, a 
Gentlewoman is tallen dead. 


B Euter 
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Euter Anthony. 


Ant. Why, what is ſhe dead? 

Marg. Nay, that's as hard to tell, as the 
ſucceſs of my Danger. 

Ant. Is ſhe quite dead? 

Mar. I, I, quite. 

Ant. And are not you in a pickle, Margery? 
Dead, ſhe is not dead, ſhe moves. | 

Marg. Pull her by the Noſe. 

Ant. 1, I, pull it off; no matter for 
ſpoiling her face, if ſhe be dead. 

Marg. Wring her by the little Finger. 

Ant. Her little Finger is ring'd, and I'd 
wring it off, if I could. | 

Marg. No robbirg of the dead, Tony. 

Ant. Why, what a Devil ſhould the Dead 
do with living Movables ? 

Marg. Caſt Water in her Pace. 

Ant. Blow Wind in her Arſe ; can Water 
make one alive that's dead, unless it be hot 
Water? 

Marg. She ſtirs, give her more Air. 

Iſa. E'er you return me to my angry 
Uncle, my Soul ſhall fly, and meer with my 
deareſt Embraces. 

Ant. U hy, what a Devil do you mean, 
Miſtreſs Gentlewoman ? 

Iſa. You are Mcurtherers of all my con- 
tent; you ſerve the world for baſe reward, 


and 
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and that ſhall render you baſe to Opini- 
on. | 
Ant. Priythee, Margery, let me conjure 
don this Devil in her Tongue, twill raiſe a 
- Tempeſt elſe : Murderers, and baſe ? pray, 
Gentlewoman, who do you ſpeak all this to? 
Ia. To you, the Injurers of my Love. 
Aut. Hey day! ſhe's mad; Love with a 
vengeance ! Come, come, 1 muſt take her 
aſide, and give her ſatisfaction, 
Marg. I pitty your feeling Sorrows, would 
I could comfort you! 
Iſa. Since my diſtreſs has made me an 
Object of your Pity, pray lead me to ſome 
Houſe, for I am wond'rous faint. 
Marg. That I will, what &er comes on't. 
[Ex. Marg. Ia. 
Ant. But pray, Margery, forget not my 
Breakfaſt: Riſing early, and rambling about, 
has got me a good Stomach ; vet I could be 
content to faſt with ſuch laced Mutton, and a 
good Challice, more than half a Mo. ning. 


Enter Artezhim. 
Art. The blind that Lovechange and I caſt 
upon our Actions, muſt be withdrawn with 


. diſcretion, Jeſt my Reputation fall in the En 
coanter. 


B 2 Aut. 
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Aut. Here's my Lady: Now for a trick 


to put upon her, to revenge my Maſter's 
Wrongs: Madam, as I was in the Market to 
fetch iweet Brier I met a Maid; ſhe told me, 
ſhe was in danger of loſing a piece of Ground, 
which was her own by Inheritance, and left 
her by her Mother : Now there's a Knight 
would fain incloſe it, and lay it to part of 
his Mannour. 
Art. Where lies this Land? 

Aut. Not far off: She would be content 
to let him enjoy it after her deceaſe, if that 
would ſerve his turn. 

Art. Has ſhe given you any Writing, to 
make me better underſtand the matter? 

Aut. This is the Survey, not only. of the 
Mannour it ſelf, but the Meadow, Paſture, 
Flow. land, Coney- borrow, I ifh-pond, Hedge, 
Ditch, and Buſh that ſtands in't. 

Art My Husband's hand to't, and a Love- 
letter! Where had it you? 

gut. From the forefaid Knight's fingers. 

Art. Sir Jeffery turn'd Ranger? 

Aut. Madam, you are a good Huntreſs: 
Though ſhe love now and then to have a 
private Burrow ferreted for her own pleafure, 
yet ſhe won't allow him to run down a Deer. 
Sir Feffery would fain be a Ranger; But ſhe 
requeſts you to let him run a Courſe in your 
own Park : If you'll not do it for love, then 


dot for cas ſhe has no Silver, bur this 're's 
Gold ; 


o — — 


Cc 


tr 


by you? 
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Gold; or elſe ſhe prays you to Ring him by 
this Token, and 10 you ſhall be ſure his Note 
will not be routing in other Folks Paſtures. 


Art. This Purſe and Ring was mine, I 


know them: To req ite your pains, take 


thou the Gold. 
Ant. No, not I; ſo I may be call'd in 


* queſtion if I came honeſtly by it. 


Art. Theſe Lines are even the Arrows 
| Love let fly; 
The very! nk-dropt out of Venus Eye: 
Jo me heneer thus writ ; 
But Luſt can ſet a double Edge on 
Wit. 


Ant. Nay, that's true, Madam: a Wench 


can whet any thing, if it be not too dull. 


Art. V hat is the Creature? 

ant. One of thoſe Creatures that are con- 
trary to Man, or Woman. 

Art. What manner of Woman? 

Ant. A tiny Woman, lower than your 
Ladyſhip by the Head and Shoulders ; but 


as mad a Wench as ever unticd a Petti- 
coat, 


Art. Why ſhould ſhe ſend back theſe, and 
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Enter Sir Jeffery. 


Ant. Ware, ware. There's Knavery i'th* 


Wind. 

Art. Did not ſhe ſend them by you? 

Ant. Never, never: I hope, you won't 
put that-upon me. 

Art. Are you fo cloſe, you Baud, you 
Pandering Slave? 

Sir 7e. Why, how now, Wife 2 What's 
your Quarrel? 

Art. Out of my ſight, baſe Varlet, gct 
thee gone |! 

Sir 7ef.. Away, you Rogue; what grown 

a Fighter? prithee, what's the matter? How 
you change ! ſurely you are not well. 

[ Exit. Anthony. 

Art. All is not well, indeed. | She kneels. 

Sir 7eff., Why doſt kneel 

Art. Earth is Sin's Cuſhion : Sir 70. ry 
Husband, I dare not call thee ; I have ſtol'n 
that Jewe! of my chaſt Honour, which was 
only thine, and given it to a Slave 

Sir Jeff. Ha 

Art. On thy Pillow Adultery and Luſt 

have Dept ; thy Groom 
Has climb'd th* ae Tree, and pluckt the 
Sweets; 

A Villain bas uſurp'd the Husband's Sheets, 


Sir 


"I 
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Sir 7ef, Did I, out of a ſound Faith in 


you, forget the Gettiſih Monſter you enter 


tained, thinking not to fret my Sool by your 


ſeeming Lewdneſs, and now to act the fault 
indeed ! *Ud's death, who waſt made me a 
Cuckold, who walt ? | 

Art. Your Man Tony. 

Sir Feff. Worie than Damnation! Bold 
Strumpet, hang not on me; think'ſt thou 
I'll be a Baud to a Whore, and my Wife 
too? | 

Art. All I beg is, uſe me how you will, 
but darken the Clouds of my Shame. 

Sir Feff. How, conceal my Horns: They 
cannot be hid; nor ſhall my Revenge: 
Could not I feed your Appetite ? 


O Women ! 
You were created Angels, pure and fair ; 
Bur, ſince the Fall, you tempting Devils are: 
Lou ſhould be Man's Bliſs ; but you prove 
our Rods; 5 | 
Weie there noWomen, Men might live like 


Gods: | | willy, 5 
Get from my Sight henceforth, and from 
my Bed ; | 


Tl! with noStrumpet's Breath.be poyſoned. 


But how drew you him in? Or could he be- 
witch you? How was the manner? 


Art. 
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Art. Why thus: Firſt he aſſaulted me 
with this Battery of beaten Gold; yet I held 
out; but, at laſt, when this was ſhort, it 
charm'd me; what, do you change? who | - 
ſent this Diamond to yourWench ? Could not 
I feed yo.r Appetite ? 


O Men, you were created Angels, pure 


and fair : | * 
| But, fince the Fall, you worſe than Devils 

N are: | 

| You ſhould our Shields be, but you prove 7 
| our Rods, 

| Were the e no Men, Women might live f 
| like Gods : 

ö 3 F 
Guilty, Sir Jeff ry © 1 
Sir Jeff. Yes guilty, my Lady. 14 


Art. Nay, you may laugh; but hence- 
forth ſhun my Bed ; 

With no Whores leavinzs I'll be poyſoned. 
| [| Ext. 

Sir Jeff. Oe rreach d fo finely ? *Tis the 
very Diamond and Letter which 1 ſent. 
This Villain has diſcover'd all : Well, this is 
the ſecond trick ſhe has put upon me: She 
varies more in mind than e'er the Wiad had 
Points; Still I the Fool muſt be ; But, if 1 

break with her, woe be to her, or me! 

[ Exeut. 


ACT II. 
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| Enter Iſabella in Margery's Cloaths, and 
| Margery in bers. 


Marg. . you are ſatisfi ed; but to 
what end this Change is I would 

fain be inſtructed. | FM 
Iſa, Vl tell you: When. left my Uncle 
Houſe, in a few minutes I was purſued; 
row this Ditguiſe ſhall help me ſcape the 
ſearch. | a Cheb; 2: | | 
Marg. Now, out upon't' ! Had I no bets 
ter opinion of your Honeſty than ot your 
Wit, both which ſmell altogether of the 
Country, I'd leave you to ſeek your owit 


- Adventures. You have gentilifid me with 


your Cloaths, and you are handſome enough 
in mine; for though Iam but a Milk wench, 
I ever lov d nearnefs : Now you ſhall be my 
Maid, and wait on me to the City : If Ifind 
not out your Sweet heart let me ne'er be ac- 
counted a Propheteſs; and I'm ſure I have 
foretold weather from the turning up of my 
Cow's Tall. | 

Ja. 
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has arm'd me with Reſolution. 
Marg. In this diſguiſe I'll meet the Blade, 
that Courts me every.morning when I go a- 


Milking to Jſington : My condition is too 
low to win upon his deſires to marry me, and 
the other thing without it he ſhall never have; - 


for I conceive it will not be for my honour. 
[Tony within. 
Ant. Why Margery, Margery, I ſay ! My 
Breakfaſt: A pars. ſupply of meat, drink, 
ſleep, or I rage preſently, 
Zſa. Bleſs me, what's that 
Marg. Why tis Touy, my Maſter's Rogue, 
and my Lady's Knave. 
Va. He'll ſpoil all again. 
[ Enter Anthony. 
Ant. Where's this clean-waſh'd Chitter- 
line come give me my Breakfaſt : Hy day 
Margery gent'lifi'd, and this Miſtreſs that was 
ready to die for love, Margerifid ! Now I 
ſwear by Hunger, and that's a ſtrong Oath, 
I think Women have more Vagaries, than 
the Devil would have Clients, if he were a 
Lawyer, and pleaded without Fees 
Marg. Keep counſel, Sirrah, you had beſt; 
and if my Lady ask for me, ſay I won't be 
loſt long: So farewel, Tony. 
| [Ex. Marg. Iſab. 
ent. You will not be loſt long; he's likely 
to have a ſweet Match of it that finds you: 
Yet 


Ja. Diſpoſe of me as you will now: Love f 


= . 
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*Yet I could be content my ſeven Years Ser- 
vice were no worſe rewarded ; but the Bag- 
gage is as coy as an Alderman's eldeſt 
„ Daughter: She has beaten me a hundred 
times (Coward that I was for ſuffering it) for 
attempting to kiſs her: If my Hand had 
* ipt going over a Stile or fo, twould not 
have vext me to have kiſt her Hand ſo, 
though thrown in my Face; but now I will 
revenge it upon her Cream- Bowls, over whoſe 
Sweets I will triumph -— New Miſchief; I 
am again delaid : If 1 forbear my Breakfaſt 
but two Minutes longer, my Guts will ſhrink 
to Minikins, which L' bequeath to the poor 
PFidlers at Hington for a Miy-day Legacy. 


Sg 


ö 


Enter Wenchlove, Artez. 


Art. Mr. Wenchlove, ſuch a kind of Wo- 
man my Maid met withal ; but as how I am 
ignorant ; Sirrah, call Margery forth, 

Aut. Which, your M rgery Gentlewoman, 
or your Gentlewoman Margery © 

Art. Your Trifling's unſeaſonable, Sirrah. 

Ant. Why, Madam, 11:rzery is no more 
plain Margery, but Margery in Silks ; the 
Gentlewoman and ſhe are run out of them- 

+ {ſelves one into another. 
Wen. But where are they? 


Ant. For auzht I kaow, run away one 
with another. 


* 


Art. 


| 
| 
1 
| 
| 
| 


— —— 
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Art. Do you run after, and call em back. 
Ant. Tis impoſſible : Who knows whicl1 


way, they are gone ? Beſides tis a Mitt would 
choak a Brewer's Horſe; I can't ſee one 


Hand from t'other. 


Wen. Madam, my ſuſpicion prompts me | 
you are treacherous, and theſe fair ſeeming | 


Undertakings trap to catch me. 


Art. Nay then, what Mr. Lovechange has 
told me, is true : Sirrah, do you try to over- 


take them, and we'll . 

Ant. Oh killing Command / The beſt is, 
if it break my Heart, no matter then for my 
Belly. Hunger, l defic thee ; Revenge, 1 
hug thee : I will lead a Wild- gooſe Chace till 
I eome to /ington, where I will ſcore two 
dozen, and reckon with my Hoſteſs s Maid, 


whole Belly I have fill'd with Ma rrow- bones i 


and Pudding. [ Exit. 


ien. Now, Madam, why do You look 10 | 


viſtly on me? 


Art. I, I, tis ſo: Now the! ove of Man's 
Society defend me from this Abuſer of! 


Creation Come not near me, thou Man ot 


Clonts, thou Maulkin of Virili L's thou half 


Woman, and all Beaſt, or with theſe Nails ! 


Will tear out thy Eyes, and all the double 
things about thee. 


Wen. Be milder, Madam; there's nothing 
in me appears to my ſelf 1o full of guilt, that 
it ſhould deſerve a reprodch from you, a 


| Stranger. Art, 
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Art. There's nothing in you indeed, Sir; 


your Friend has given me your Character: 


You pretend to hate Women, becauſe Wo- 
men have reaſon to hate you. 

Wen. I hate Women? By my Love of 
Pleaſure, no Delight has any reliſh on the 
wanton Palate of my Deſires, unleſs ſeaſoned 
with what's derived from them. 

Art. Yes, Sir; you may take delight in 
them, bur they little in you : Come nor near 
me, there's infection in't; my Blood deſires 
no freezing; the Summer of my Youth is 
not yet half ſpent; or if it were Winter with 


me, high Feeding and Eaſe requires ſome- 


thing. | 

Wen. She takes me for an Eunuch, ſure 
Lo vechauge has overdone his part: She has: 
foil'd him, and now he hopes my downfal : 
Sweet Madam, hear me ! I love you, and 
my Deſires are throughly fired, and burn my 


Blood, which nothing can quench but your 


free enjoying. 
4 Art. Say you 102 Why, I am a Woman, 
ir | 


Hen I think you are, and one made up 


for Pleaſure, more than the dull Converſe of 


what's defective. 


art. You fay true, Sir: I hear it with a 
heavy Heart: But I hope, Sir, you would 
not have me mike my Husband a Cu:ko!d. 

x C I} 
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Wen. pie ! That's a groſs Conſtruction ; 
only Shame and common Knowledge doesit, 
not the Act of a Wife's Wantonneſs. 

Art. I need no Inſtructions for Secreſie; 


kiſs me, Sir? 

Wen. Now it may come about a Pledge 
for what ſhall follow. 

Art. Pray, Sir, is this a fit Place to make 
one's Husband a Cuckold in? 

Wen. Oh, the fitteſt Place in the World : 
Let not any 'weak Excuſe rob my Hopes of 
enjoying you. 

Art. Sir, I defie Weakneſs : Should ſome 
of my Servants come —— 


| 


Enter Iſabella. 


eager Purſuit of my Lady, and find a way for 
Revenge. I do love, but tis honourably ; 


might be fruitful of Pleaſure. 


— P r —VTLT—dV2—Trc - 


get a Boy. 1 


pl lead him by the Noſe till I put a trick | 
upon him, [ Afede. 


truſt me a handſome Gentleman : Dare you | 


2 Ade Ha, Wenchlove ! All the | 
Race of Mankind is falſe: I'll watch his 


and that's a Crime now a- oy [ Ext. | 
Wen. Come, come, we loſe the time that | 
Art. Indeed, I durſt e en venture to make | 
him a Cuckold, if I were ſure you would | 


Hen. 
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© & Hen, Oh! That's doubly ſweet. 
Art. Ang ſhall he be like the Father? 

; Men. As ever Citizen's Son was. 
„ Art. I mean, my Husband. 
uen. I am aCoutier. 
Art. Kind Sir, you deſerve it for you Po- 
1 licy ; but I am ſo fraid. 
Men. Miſchief on theſe Delays E 
| [Sir Jeff. within. 
8 where are youꝰ?ꝰ 
Art. O me! What ſhall 1 do? my Ho- 
nour, my Honour / 

Wen. Vexation racks me; prevented at 
the very Point of Happineſs 2? 

Art. Pray hide your ſelf. Sir Jeffery will 
> | bolt out this way, I fear. 


Wen. Pox ont, where, where ? 


Art. Happy fortune ! Here's an empty 
Tub; get in as nimbly, Sir, as if you were 
a leaping your Neighbour's Pale, to have a 


1 run at his Deer. [ Gets into the Tub. 
; 

Enter Sir Jeff. 

Fe. O Artezbim! I have got a ſound 


Bottle in my Head; it oer-charges me. 
Art. You make no ſcruple of OY upon 


| | Womens Retirements. 
* * 
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Wen. Would he was drunk as the Devil, 


NY 
», 


with Wine mixt with Opium, that he might 


fleep for a fortnight. 


Jeff. Hum ! What's that, Wife 2 Oh, my 
Stomach's ſick as a Cat after eating Candles 
ends. 

Wen. Would there were nine Kitlings in't. 

Art. Step into the Yard ; let not Servants 
f e your Debaucheries. | 

Feff. O, I am taken, quick / Why, not in 
this Tub? 

Art. Fie, Beaſt / Defile a neceſſary Im- 
plement of Huſwifry > You have been drin- 
_ of Healths to Cuckolds, your old Fro- 
lick. 


| [ Speaks out of the Tub. | 


Wen. He might have been one himſelf, 


had not the Devil brought him home an 
Hour too ſoon. $4.4 
| [Lovechange te them. 

Love. O Madam ! Where's Sir Jeffery © 
Fie, fie, what flinch us, and run home ? 

Jeff. O, my Head, Mr Lotechbange, my 
Head / What ſhall 1 do, Wife ? 
Love. You have received a Blow of the 
Forchead ; it looks as if *twere ſwell'd. 
Art. No, Sir; you, nor no Man elle has 
given him a blow there yet; I cant tell when 
it may be done: There's no more than what 


has been ever ſince I was his Wife, three 
Years: 


— 
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Years and more, a long time of Barren. 
neſs. 


1 b 


T Enter Iſabella with a Pail, 


. þ Ja. O Lord, Madam! Why ſtay you 

7 | here? We are a coming to waſh. 

s [Throws Water into the Tib. 

Jef. Oh! Oh! Iam ſick, I am ſick. 
Runs to the Tub, Wench. ſtarts up. 


S | Fen. Hold, hold! 'eds will you drown 
me? | 

1 Love. How now, Tom! What make you 
| here? +4 * "rh 

- | Jeff. Oh, miſchief on you, Sir! You. 


- | have fpoild a good Vomit: Lil lay my Lite, 
he hid himſelf from my Wife; you told me 
be was a Woman-hater: Alas, poor Gentle- 
ö man! To ſee how things will happen. 

1 en. Hell take your Wife, and you too 
Accurſed Woman, that in your Curſe made 
Man ſo ! Pox of your Delays and fearful 


Denials / | 
Love. What, ſcold ſo quickly after your | 
Cucking ? j 
Jeff. Good heart; but that he can't en- | 
dure a Woman, he ſhould kiſs my Wife for 
” amends, 
Art. Come, come, vex him no more: | 
Ill go ſleep a little. 


[Fx Jeff. Arr. 
C 3 Loc. 
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Love. There will be a ſafe Opportunity 


for me : I lou e this Cuckold- making. 
Hen. Though you intended a Reforma- 


tion for your ſelf, you might forbear me: 


This was your Plot. 


Love. Mine ? I never reſolved Staidneſs, 
but I could alter for my pleaſure ; nor can I 
hate or envy it in others: I am only ſorry, 
Tom, that you ſhould drink Water after your 


ſweet Meats. 


Hen. O Tony, have you made any Diſco- 
very ? [ /o them Tony. 


Love. Have you been in ſearch of the two 


Wenches, I faw croſs the Fields towards 


Ilington ? 


on Oh then you took notice of em: 


She in the Silk-GOwn you fhall have, Mr. 


Lovechange, and the Milk-wench you fhall' 


have, Mr. Wencblove ; I have been condog- 
ging with her about it. 

Bath. Thanks, honeſt Tony: There's ſome- 
thing for thee 


[He takes the Money, his Arms croſs Le- 
e (Ee hind him. 


Ten. So, Sirs ; now here, now there, and 


now here | 
en. But Tony, what is the Milk-wenche's 


cordition ? | 

Ton. Oh womaniſh, Sir; ſhe'll cry when 
ſhe's angry, laugh when ſhe's tickled, and be 
ſick when ſhe can't have her will. 


> 


Hens. 
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Wen, I mean her Calling. 
Ton. She is call'd Margery. 
en. Her Profeſſion then: 


Ton. Not very honeſt, and yet very honeſt: 
* She cheats all the world that thinks ſhe is 


wanton ; but you will find neither your Arms, 
nor your Coſins, can keep their Legs ſo 


1 cloſe. # 
Hen. There's more Money for thee ; I. 


will try that, 


Ton. You are as bountiful as a new-made 


Knight that's in in hope of Preferment. 


Love. But what ſay ſt thou to that I muſt 


have; how was ſhe born? L 

Tn. Why that you had beſt ask the Mid- 

wife. rg. 
Love. Is ſne a Gentlewoman, or not? 


Jon. She is, and ſhe is not; ſhe is a Gen- 


tle woman, becaufe ſhe loves pride, which 


makes Gentlewomen apt to fall, eſpecially: 
waiting Gentlewomen ; then ſhe is noGentle- 


woman, becauſe, becauſe, becauſe —— 
* Love. Prythee, no more. 


2 u. Tis well he interrupted me, for” egad 


T had no more Reafon than a Horſe: But, 


Sir, I will bring her to the Bar of your Pre- 


ſence, where ſhe may anſwer for herſelf, 


whilſt 1 convert your Bounty into wholeſome: 


Nouriſtimeat, from a Bot'le of Canary, and 
have a-bout with my own Turnep. 
| Frxit. 

Euter 
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Enter Iſabella and Margery. 


Love. By your leave, fair Maid. 

Marg. What would you have, Sir? 

Love. A little Pleaſure, Sweet: Come, 
come, what's your Price? | 

Marg. Lou miſtake me, I aſſure you, 
Sir. 

Love. As if I had not practiſed Wenching 
ſufficiently to underſtand a ſeeming Modeſty: 
Vil come to your Lodging, when I know where 
it is: But ſay your Price, a Guinea, or half a 
Cron? e 

Iſa. Have I found you, Gallant ? *Tis he, 
whom I too fondly do affect; but mum 
(Aide) The truth is, Sir, I have a Maiden- 
head yet, though it be agreed for; therefore 
I am dearer, Sir. | 

Hen. Nay, Sweetheart, thou ſhalt ſerve ; 
thy Miſtreſs is too dear: I am loth to pay 
too dear for Repentance ; *tis but changing 
Offices, let her hold the Door for thee. 

Marg. Fray peak, and mean civilly, you'll 
not be welcome elſe. 

Wen. Good Lady Light-heels, give your 
Servant leave to practiie the Trade you have 
taught her: That uch Pericction as appears 
in this Woman ſhould be old to cry baſe 
Deſire ! Come, Wench,” I like thy brown 

Com- 
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Complexion ; thou doſt not paint, and 
art the likelier to be wholſom. 

Marg. Good Gentleman! He's jealous, 
and would circumvent her. 

Hen. Here's half a Crown, Girl; me- 
thinks, tis a fair Rate. | | 
Ja. What's in me to grant, you ſhall com- 
mand. | | 

Wen. I take your Word: The pleaſure 
of your Bed I muſt have; Twill reward it 
with a new Gown : Come, dally not with coy 
Denials. , ny 
Marg. I marry, Sir, but not in this place; 
but From 3 7  [ whiſpers. 

Iſa. Now Jealouſy inſtruct me: 1 fear 
this Woman's nought. | 

(Alu.) 

Wen. "Tis a: Motion I like, the Pains will 
make the Pleaſure more ſweet in the enjoy- 
ing. | 
Marg. Mr. Lovechange, Vil in a word in- 
from you. | Cu biſpers. 

I/a. How Fate conſpires to make me mi- 
ſerable! (Aſide.) 

Love. I thank thee, and approve of thy 
ace : What ſay you, Tom, to the Fid- 
lers; 

Hen. With all my Heart: Send in the 
Minſtrels. 


E ner 
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Enter Anthony, old Hoſteſs, both drunk. | 


Aut. I. I, we vill be merry, and in the | 


gallant faſhion ; Gentlemen, Muſick is com- 
mon; no Man ſhall ſtop my Ears, nor my 
Throat: We muſt put in amongſt you. 
Love. By all means, Touy, twill compleat 
the Medly. 1 = 
Am. Nay, we: know what belongs to that. 
I Love. kiſs the l omen. 
Come away. | | 


[They kiſs, aud reel cut. Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


_ — à— 


Sir Jeffery aſleep in a Chair. 
Enter Lovechange, Artezh. 


Ant. N 


The Effects of drinking! I 
could e en curſe my own Kind- 
neſs, that am ready ſtill to make more of him, 
than he does of me. 

Love. M hy don't you then? 

Art. What, Sir, I warrant you'd make 
him a Cuckold, 


Love. 


¶ Dance. 
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Love. *Tis only giving a Friend leave to 
do you a pleaſure in earneſt, which you made 
me make him believe I would do : Thetruth 
is, I do now love you heartily, and have 
dallied my ſelf into a Flame. | 

Art. Nay, Mr. Lovechange, you were ever 
kind. But are you as well arm d as you nfed 
to go, if he ſhould prove ſtubborn 2 Now 
*twill work. [ Aſide. 
Love. No? faith, I muſt truſt to my ſingle 

Valour : Come, demur not ; let me enjoy 
thoſe forbidden ſweets; be aſſured my ſe- 
crecy is as firm as Night and Locks. 

rt. Secrecy, Mr. Lovechange £ No; I'll 
be open to all the World; nor will I diſtin- 
guifh Places; dark or light, tis all one to 
me, were it before my Husband's Face. 

Love. Hear then, he ſleeps ſecurely, never 
dreaming of any Forehead's arming. 

Art. Fie, Sir, you are {ſuch a Tempter ! 
Pray forbear : many a Woman would not 
hold out 1o long. 

Love. Conſent then, ſweet Lady, and we'll 
to it ſtraight. 

Jef. (Sores) Ware Horns there. 

Love. O Miſchief! What Noiſe has waked 
—_—” | oF 

Art. An Infirmity he has got to talk in 
his Sleep: Nay, I aſſure you, he will riſe 
ſometimes, and do the Office of a wakingMan 
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in his Dream, and not know of it in the 
Morning. 
eff. Room for a Head-man of the Pariſh, 
a-Monſter of his Wite's making. 

Art. O wicked Man ! He dreams now 
that I would make him a Cuckold. 

Love. Pray Jove it be no counterfeit. 
= . [Sir Jeff pulls Love. bythe Ears. 
-Feff. And have I taken you, Sir Lancelot ? 
would you be billing with my Giniverc 2 
Love. Help to pull him off, Madam / 
eff. For this Attempt King Arthur does 
degrade thee, from a Knight of his Round 
Table, to be a Squire of his Wife's Body ; 
ſo, conduct me to my Bed, where I will de- 
get aRace of Warriours ſhall Cage the Great 
Turk again, and reſtore Conftantinople to the 
Emperour. 

Love. You miſtake : Oh *Ud's death, 
my Perriwig is not a 'Turbant. | 
| * Peace follows Victory; now let me 
reſt. 

Art. Pray, Sir, forgive him! I dare un- 
dertake he'll be ſorry, when he wakes : If 
any thing I can do will make amends —— 
. | x [ Smiles aſide. 

Love. Prove his Dream true, when t 
Smart's over, I ſhall: forget. | 


Enter | 
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Enter Tapſter. 


Tap. Madam, ſome Ladies in the Houſe 
are not well, and deſire your aſſiſtance. 

Jeff. Who wants Aſſiſtance? Who breaks 
the Kings Peace ? Fetch me a Conſtable's 
Staff. | 

Love. He'll dream again; had I beſt 
ſtay ? 

Aut. Now, Drunkard, are you recover'd 

et ? 
: Jef. What, Mr. Lovechange and my 
Wife! Where's the reſt of your Company? 

Art. Gone, being weary of fuch a Sot as 
you are, to be drunk ſo early: I had done 
well to have ſerved you in your own kind : 
Here was Company enough to have brought 
me home, and ſome not far off that uſed me 
kindly, whilſt you ſnorted to fright the Fleas, 
and dream perhaps ſome wickedneſs of 
me. | 
7:ff. Come, come, I'll buy my Pardon 
with anew Gown, and a Journey into the 
Country for a Month. 

Art. You know, I am ealie to be wrough 
upon. 

Tap. Will you diſcharge, Mr. Lo ve- 
change 9 


D Leve. 
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Love. Not ſo willingly; though I value 
it not: No Revenge of this dreaming FOX 
What is the Reckoning ? 

Tap. Nine and Eleven pence. 

Jeff. How's that? Let's have the parti- 
culars: Mr Lovechange ſhall know how he 
parts with his Money. 

Love. Shall he 1o, kind Sir ? 

Tap, Why Sir, Cake;, two Shillings, Ale 
as much, a Quart of mortified Claret Eigh- 
teen pence, ſtew'd Prunes a Shilling. 

Art. That's too dear. | 

Tap. Truly they coſt a Penny a Pound of 
the one-handed Coſtermonger, out of his 
Wive's Fiſh-Basket ; a Quart of Cream, 
balf a Crown. 

Love. That's exceſſive. 

Tap. Not if you conſider how many Car- 
riers Eggs miſcarried in the making of it, and 
the Charge or Iſinglaſs, and other Ingredi- 
ents, to make Cream of the ſour Milk, 

Art. All this does not amount to what you 
demand. | 88 

Zap. I can make more; two three- penny 
Papers of Sugar, a Shilling; then you had 
Bread, Sir. 

Jeff. Yes, and drink too, Sir; my Head 
takes notice of that. 

Tap. *Tis granted, Sir ; a Pound of Sauſa- 
ges, and forty other things, make it right; 
our Bar never errs. 

Love. 


an 
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Love. This can't be, III talk with your 
Miſtreſs my ſelf. n 
| Exit. 

7eff.. I, do, Sir; know what you do; put 
it to her Conſcience. | 


Art. Owl, when do you think he'll ind. 
that? She's too deep for you or him either: 


Pr'ythee talk ſenſe. 


J. No matter, he'll pay all. Where is 


the Tapſter?ꝰ 
Tap. Gone, Sir. 


3: 


15 How, gone? Give me my Sword 
an 


d Belt. | 
Tap. I muſt have the Reckoning firſt. 
Jeff Muſt I pay, muſt I? 


Art. This Revenge he took for your 
beating him in your Sleep: 1 warrant, you 


never dreamt of all this now. 
Feff. Has he ſuch. tricks? Well, tis no 
matter ; tis but a lage Groat for being drunk 


J Here, Sirrah ! 


[ Exeunt ambs. 


7ap. You're. welcome, Sir: Some Profit 
comes from hence, 


I've over-reckon'd nine and twenty 


Pence. 
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En;er Iſabella, Anthony. 


Ant. My Maſter muſt have a fair Courſe 
with you; and ſo he bid me tell you, beſides 
what other kindneſſes he will do for you: 
But ſtuff your Pannier he's reſolved to do. 

Ia. Ah, Anthony | Why ſhould his luſtful 
Thoughts be bent on me? Some timely 
Guardian Angel reſcue me from his foul In- 
tent. 

Ant. A Pox of this whining ; what an un- 
reaſonable thing you are ! There's hardly a 
Quarter in the Houſe that you may not reſt 
your Limbs in; and becauſe he has a mind 
to tire himſelf in one quarter of yours, you 

count your ſelf ill uſed. 
Il. When time gives me a more fair way 
of opening my ſelf to the World, 11] gratifie 


thee, if you will but contrive or help to avoid 


this ſnare defign'd for my Ruin. 

Ant. Why, is not this pretty ? She refuſes 
the thoughts of my Maſter's ſingly opening 
of her; yet in a breath, ſhe ſays ſhe'll do it 
to all the world. 

Ja. I muſt confeſs, I am a Stranger, and 
have ſtraggled to this -Ho:fe, and have re- 
ceived my Lady Folt's protection; but yet, 


in return of their bounty, I would not ſhip- 
| wreck 
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wreck my Fame : Where's Margery? Fl 
ſtraight conſult her about it. 

. Ant. I know what ſhe'll ſay, Pox on him 

for a Baudy Knight; nay, and very likely 
call him Cuckold too, for ſhe is pretty well ac- 
quainted with the Conſtitution of my Lady's 
Longings ; but, ſince I find thou haſt that 
out-of-taſhion quality in thee, Honeſty, III 
aſſiſt thee, and fave thy Moule tra» from be- 
ing baited with Sir Jeffery's dry Cheeſe. 

%. O, how ſhall I give thee thanks faſt 
enough / 

Aut (Aſide) Not a word; I am afraid 
ſhe's fallen in love with me, and will come on 
with a powder, when ſhe falls to: So, to ſe- 
cure all, 1! tcl! my Lady to ſpoil him, and 
fill my Belly foandly to fill hers : Mrs. J/abella, 
Il not forget you; adieu/ _- LExit. 


Euter Wenchlove aud Margery. 


Marg. You are informed how ] have de- 
fiend the matter; that is, I muſt be brought 
to yo.r Lodging in a Basket, as fome Mo- 
veable Commodity for your ſpecial uſe: My 
Maſter is coming this 'way, therefore about 
your occaſions ; 11! be at your Chamber in- 
{tantly. N 

Wen. Well, pretty Maid, I will not doubt 
your performing your promiſe : To ſay any 
more, were but to retard my Joys; I'llfly to 
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my Lodging, where in the dear expectation 
of your coming, I'll languiſh, not to be re- 
vived but by your ſweet fight: So, ſweet 
Miſtreſs, adieu / [Exit. 

T/a. Oh unkind Venchlave Haſt thou 
forgot thy 1/2bella, and all thy Vows and deſ- 
perate Proteſtations ? | 


I muſt try the Ewent, Deſpair may bring 
A good Succeſs to an ind ff rent thing. 


Enter Lovechange. 


Marg. Since we have agreed, no way 
but that can be ſafe ; therefore in that great 
Basket within be you pack'd up, and directed 
to me: I'll find out an Excuſe for my not 
ſhowing you I need not ſay any more. 

Ja. Ha! my Brother with Margery too 
what can this Whiſpering mean? 

1 ove. Pox on't, I do love this Wench ; 
but if I can get a Meal gratis, tis better than 
to have that Bugbear Marriage for an ever- 
laſting ſtanding Diſh : Il try all ways; If 
this Gil, then I'll take her for better or for 
worſe: Well, into the Basket I go; be as. 
{yeedy as you can. 


Marg. V'ti be there ſtraight. 
Iſa. O Margery ! Thy inſtant help, or 1 
am moſt miterable. 


[ Exit. 


Marg. 
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Mirg. Hold! I know your Grief : Sir 
Jeffery is the Cauſe: I heard him a dealing 
with Anthony about it; but I can blow that 
off with Eaſe : Make him an Appointment, 
the Time, Place, and Dreſs; and then let 
me alone to compleat the Comedy. 

%. Thou haſt mitigated my Paſſion with 
thy promis'd Aſſiſtance; bet what ſaid my 
Brother to thee ? 

Marg. Your Brother? Who's your Bro- 
ther ? 

La. Vertuous Maid, I'll rely on thy Se- 
creſy; Mr. ! ovechange is the Man: But 
conceal it, till your Plot has had its ſcope ; 
then l' diſcover more. 

Marg. Ha! You, Mrs. Iſabella Lowvecha ge, 
and I not peep into you till now: Tis ſhe : 
Well, fince you have told me one thing, then 
tell you another. I love Mr. Lovechange, 
your Brother, 

I/a. Love my Brother? O, beware 

Marg. If my Beauty, which has been 
flatter'd for a taking one, can win upon his 
Deſires, I'll ſoon work him to what I pleaſe ; 
nay, rather than the Project fail, he ſhall en- 
joy, but fairly — I have another Diſcovery, 
but that's for the cloſing Pin. 

Ja. Well, as to your Love of my Bro- 
ther; Tl join with you, when things are 
r:pe. I have but one Doubt. 


| Marg. 


n 
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Marg. M hat may that be? That I am 
not a Gentlewoman? You ſhall know, that 
there's many a Gentlewoman has ſtrok'd the 
Dug— Hark / 1 hear 4 enchludbe: I muſt 
retire: Call for the Basket, all ſhall be well. 

[ Exit. 

Iſa. Vil force my Paſſion for once —— 
Here's the Gentleman: Hold Heart 
Can he be ſo near, and I not reproach him? 

| | | [ Wench: to them. 


Enter two Men carrying a Basket, Love- 
change ut. 


Nen. Now, Wench, is all ready? 

Ila. I have pack & her up like a Dormouſe 
in a Box; I warrant you for hunting her. 
Men is a good Wench ; I'll give thee 
a fine Petticoat for this. 02 be 1 

J/a. I thank you, Sir: When you are a 
weary of my Miſtreſs, and caſt her off, (as 1 
know you muſt have change) you ſhail have 
my Maidenhead at the '1ime rate; if you 
pleaſe; I'll keep it for you 

Neu. With ail my heart. 

Ja. Pray ute her ne er the worſe for my 
Promiſe. | 

Wen. The better: I'll turn her off within 
this Fortnight, and jend {or tttze. 

Iſa. O Sir! *Tis not fit a Servant ſhould 
ſhift her Miſtreis's Plate, Letore the Bones 

| are 
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are clean pick'd : You have Fleſh enough to 
hold out a Month. 

Wen. It ſhall be a Month then. 
La. Pray, Sir, let me ask you one queſtion. 
Wen. Quickly tben. 
Ja. How many Maidenheads have you 
bought thus. 
Wen. Some Nineteen, with thy Miſtreſs. 
ſa. Pray let me make up the Score, an 
even reckoning. 
Men. It ſhall, it ſhall ; go away with your 
Burthen, Fellows ; farewell Wench. 
[ Exit. Wenchlove, Basket. 


Enter Ma rgery. 


Marz. Now, Miſtreſs, what think you of 
it? Have not I taken a courſe to let the 
Andes find their Erroar ? 

Ja. Now I am inſtructed whol'y to com- 
mend your Vertue, and ſteer my Courſe by 
your Example: *Tis time to be gone; Luſt 
is a gilded Pill. 


It mocks the Senſe with Pleaſure ; but at laſt, 
The ſhining Out- ſide leaves a bitter Taſt. 
[ ©xeunt. 


Euter Sir Jeffery and Anthony. 


Jeff. And is ſhe reſolved? Shall I enter 
the Port ſecurely ? Gut 


| : | 4 + 8 Meragitilimaid 


- Ant, The Harbour is deep, yet the Vater 


flows but ſeldom, the Paſſage free from 


drowning: But Honld my Lady know 
this | 


eff. Oh | | ne er four thi - the "WF had 


her Hing, and ſtill ſhe bobs me with it only 


Deviſes to try me. 

Ant. She has try'd you too much her own 
way, I believe; therefore I think ſhe need not 
doubt you now with any other : But the Plot 
is*thygs ; the Young Sinner that muſt be, if 


you can make her fo,” will come like Mother 


Red- Cap, to buy Malt of you ; then take her 
into the Counting Houle, and try what Fi- 


gure you can bring her to: a Cypher you 


need not fear, and the round O is the com- 
pleating of your Sum. 
Jef. Aut bony, PIf give thee Margery for 


this Exploit; but you maſt be very careful 


my N ife take not the Scent. 

Ant. Til ſet a naked Man in her way, Sir, 
that will inploy her longer than 90 will be 
playing the blunt Prize, of dried Marrows- 
bones, and young Coney-$k31s. 


Enter Wenchlove, and two Porters with 8 
Bas et. 


1. Port. 1 vow, 'tis heavy. 


Heu. 


of — 9 5 
Wen. That's ſtrange, and ſhe a light 
Wench, 

ad. Port. You ſay true, Sir: Lis enough 


to break one's Back 
Wen. His Miſtake hits upon Truth : 


| Reſt you a while then. O witty Luxury / 


| 


| 


How 1 whets Invention, makes barren Facul- 
ties beget rare Conceits! Pox on't, here's 
Sir Feffery Folt ; he'll certainly ſtop me: Oh, 
how I long to ſee how ſhe looks after this 


cloſe Confinement | She thinks to have me 


cloſer anon, and 1o ſhe ſhall. 

Jeff. O Tony So there's Wenchlove ; 
what muſt we do 4K him? 
Aut. Well enough; he's upon the like 
* See what's in the Basket 

Zeff. O Mr. Wencblove, what's here ? 

Let's ſee : — I can't open it: What's in't? 
What's in't? | 

Hen. Would 'twere his Wife, I'd be re- 
veng'd for this Rudeneſs: Let it alone, Sir 
eff ry, tis only a thing that I have a great 
mind to experiment. 


Jeff. Look, Tony, what ſhall I do now ? 
Enter Art. like Mather Red-Cap. 
Ant To her, n&er mind him — Now 


ware a Storm.  [afitle. 


Jef. 
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Jeff Tis needleſs to trifle time ; I love, 
and muſt enjoy thee. | 


Art. Oh, fie, Sir! what will your Lady ſay 
to this, if we be caught ? 
Fe. Fear not that, good Cuckquean, ſhe'll 
ne er think of ſuch a thing. 

nen. What, Mother Red Cap? How go 
Cakes and Maidenheads ? This is not Mo- b 
ther Red Cap — What, my Lady 70ʃt? | I 

Art. Let him ne'er fee my Face more. O t 
Indignity to my Beauty ! — Die, you weak F 
| Villain O me / how ſhall 1 vent my t 
| Paſſion ? R 
Love, I can hold no longer ; let me out. { 
| [Lovechange in the Bastet. 


Ant. Whence came this Voice? what, ] 
have you got an Humble-Bee in the Basker, 
or a Fleſh-Fly ? [ Comes 0ut. t 

Love. Uds death, I have been 1ufficiently 1 
mortify d. | J 

Hench. How came all this? 

Love. I' tell you; bargaining for a { 
£ 


| little Pleaſure with a young Gentlewoman, 
whom I thought to be wanton, ſhe engag'd 


me in this Adventure to come to her. 
wench. Pox on't, I'm baM'd in the ſame t 
i! Nooſe. I expected her to be in the Basker. 
{N Oh, where is this witty Contriver ? | 7 


Marg. 
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Marg. Here, Sirs, and am come to laugh 
at all your Follies: For I know, Sir Jeffery 
is in the ſame Labyrinth: But we muſt 
make all well again; for he was ſet on by 
Tony and me; but he and ſhe thought it 
true. Madam t is privy to all this. 

Art. *Tis truth, Jeff. This I'll forgive, 
but no mofe ; if you do, I go to work. 
Now, Girls, it you were well fitted, a Huſ- 
band is the leaſt you can expect. And now, 
Margery, I'll diſcover: You was my Bro- 
ther s Daughter, put to me to conceal for 
a time. The Reaſon's beſt known to my 
ſelf. 

Iſa. To avoid Prolixity, ſee //abe/la, who 
ever had a chaſte Flame fo this wild Wench- 
love, and Margery for you. 

Love. Then, by joint Conſent, we'll end 
the Day with Mirth: Jo Pancras, and be 
marry'd ſtraight. Siſter, I am glad I found 
you in no worſe Company. 

Wench. Then, virtuous I/abe/la, do you 
forget, what Heats of Youth has made me 
guilty of, and I'll remember to be ever juſt 
to you. 

1 ove. And thou, Margery, deſerveſt more 
than I can ever repay, or expreſs. 

Marg. Let me have but all you can do, 
and I' never complain. | 


E Ant. 
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Ant. No, tis I muſt complain, who 
thought to have had Margery, inſtead of my 


Wages : Bur for this Triak, the next Maid 


that comes, down ſhe goes, after once ſhe 
has dropt a Duck to my Lady. 


Art. You ſee, Gallants, what ſucceſs at. 
tends your Enterpriſe. 
Henceforth account not ev'ry lively Wife 
Wanton, becauſe ſhe lives a merry Life. 


Jeff. So, here's a double Comfort, being 
| wedded ; 
She's neither falſe---Nor am I jealous headed. 


4 AP 54 [ Exeunt. 
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ND how ? and how ? Gallants, what int but ſo ? 
Our Female Sex abhors ſhort things, we know. 


But tell me, Faith, is it not better far, 

To ride in Flying Coach, than Droniſ Carr ? 

Great Theaters, like Husbands cley d , /H0Ve on: 

Me finiſh thrice, e er they have once begun 5 

One Bout for Zroths and Fellies coſt you there 

More than would buy jix merry Puſhes here : 

Nay, to oblige you, we'll truck Ware for Ware. 

Is not the Pleaſure more, when Butter quickly comes, 

Than to be three long Hours a jogging of your Bums ? 

To you, Gallants, cur Sport no trouble brings ; 

All your Delight, we know, 's in little things: 

Me covet to enjoy you only here. 

Yet, for Variety, try all the reſt ; 

That will convince you, our things are the beſt. 
See us again, when you have roam'd your fill, 


Without long Preparation, nothing s done ; 

F 
Tell me, Good Houſwives —— | 
Likewiſe we ſo unconſcionable are, 
And the good Wives will mabe you welcome ſtill. 
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